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table with her women as usual, the other servants standing behind their chairs, or going in and out. Her physician waited upon her as he had been in the habit of doing since they sent away her maitre d'hotel. She ate neither more nor less than usual, speaking much, during the* meal, of the Earl of Kent, and the manner in which he had betrayed his zeal for the new religion by his eagerness to furnish her with a professor of that religion instead of a priest.
" Fortunately," she said, laughingly, " it would have needed a more clever casuist than he to induce me to change my faith."
Meanwhile Bourgoin was weeping behind the Queen, for he was reflecting that it was the last time he should wait upon her, and that at that hour on the morrow she who was now eating and talking and laughing would be naught but a cold and lifeless corpse.
When the repast was ended, the Queen called all her retainers, and before anything was taken from the table, poured out a cup of wine, rose, and drank their healths, coupling therewith a request that they would drink to her salvation. A glass was thereupon handed to each of them; and they all knelt where they stood, so says the narrative from which we take these details, and drank as she requested, mingling their tears with the wine, and craving her forgiveness if they had offended her in aught.
The Queen granted it with all her heart, and begged them to do as much for her, and to forget her impatient and testy moods, which she asked them to attribute to her captivity. She then discoursed to them at Considerable length, explaining their duty to God, and exhorting them to hold fast to the Catholic faith; and she urged them, when she should be no more, to dwell